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What is prettier than the
awakaning love in a fine young
woman and her artiess coquetry
in leading the object of her af-
fection up to a proposal of mar-
riage? And what is more un-
pleasant to witness than her re.
buff by a man who fails to un-
derstand?
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The subjectivity of a slck man Als-
arms woman; she knows she Is safe
and abandeons ber wenpous of attack
Aand defense as long as the Invalld 1s
taken up with the state of his Insides,
Clem was unaffected, even tender, with
Alan as long as he wns weak, but ns
his strength returned to him sbe with-
drew, one by one and gently, the intl-
mate attentlons a woman accords to
babes and the related helpless. But
there was nothing absolute in her with-
drawal; it wns more n temptation than
a denlnl, born of woman's Innate de-
glre to be pursued. While Alan was
merely convalescent it contalned a sup-
pressed gayety, half demure, half mis.
chlevous, but when his full strength
enme back and lhe falled to pursiae, the
gayety arrested tself, turned into n
questioning wistfulness nod onded in
the secret shame snd blushes of the
repulsed and undesired,

Clem saw Alan bulld a barrier
against her, a barrier of Httle things,
each (nslgulfleant In itself but each
lending nnd borrowing the strength of
accumulation, Alan spent hours with
the old eaptain. walked, rode and
talked with J. Y. and the judge. Be
tween them, J. Y. and the judge had
fixed up Lieber's affalr and Alan had
cabled.

In the midat of women Alan geemed
to be able to forget woman—to forget
hier Intentionnlly. There wns nothing
pointed In his avoldance, Ie kept his
distance from Allx and Noonee and
Jane Elton in the same measure ns
from Clem. There was thus none of
the single avoldance of the shy swalp
who lavishes attentlons on all but her
whom he would most denrly sue, Clem,
least valn of beautiful women, sat long
hours before ber glass. Never before
had the chorms it revealed been ques
tioned, never bhad she been foreed to
close In the ranks and call up the re
soerves, and now she felt at u loss, un-
accustomed to the ready moves of the
coquette. Clem dropped ber face In
ber hands and cried,

Clem’s was not the only troubled

beart on the HIIl, At The Firs Mrs.
Loavsing moved restlessly from room
to room and stopped often to read and
rercad a crumpled note—Gerry's note
to Allx.

Alix was stlll In town. Mra. Lan-
sing had written to her aud then wired.
Alix replied telling her not to come,
that she wished to be alone. For hours
at & tlme Mrs. Langing replaced the
nurse at Gerry, junlor's, slde. Ile
belped her. Sbe felt that he could help
Allx.

Bhe wans almost gind when he devel-
oped some trifllng allment becoming
to bls years. She wired again and this
time Alix came, frightened. Allx was
llke a wilted flower, bhut sbe braced
hergell untll Gerry. Junior, recoversl
Into his bealthy self, Then she drooped
onee more and refused to be com-
forted,

It it had not beon for Alan, Allx'
trouble would bave east n gloom over
the reat of Red HIL but it was known
that Alan had sought out Mre. Lan-
ming and lold her that not even bhe
knew just how Gerry’s battle stood.
but that be did kuow that there was a
battle and that Gerry would surely
eome back us soon ns be had tought
Ela way clear,

8o the I1ill In genernl went almost
antroubled on it way trying to forget
Cant it was stlll awalting a fullliment,
gud even Alix begun to glesn u little
pomfort from the thought that hope
was bot deferred. Her beart wns slok.
Ber faith wenk, but hope still Jived.
Che clung throvgh the long days to
Gerry, junlor, and wuited,

At Muple House the benting of

g bearts amounted to n din, but
t wis suddedly stllled by a day of
dreaching rain. After the very tutie
excitement of scelng J. ¥. and the
Judge off for the city, gloom mettled
fn the faceés of the children. Cously
Tom, In rubber boots and cost, came
dowu the roud from Eim House to
find company for misery. The barn
was requisitioned and became the
sceneé of » subdued frolle, but it nf-
fordixl meager diversion, The hay
13 not g yet, the empty lofts were

In the afternoon Mra. J. Y.

drenry.
witn besieged to surrender the house
ntd finally 414, Alan had gone to his |
room and cloged the door. The eaptaln
wis plunged In Invalnerable slumber.
Somebody rapped at Alan’s door and |

he enlled, "Come In." The door opened |
nnd revenled Nance, fonlor. llehh:d|
her wis a giggling, whispering throng.
The spirit of fun danced In Naonce's
oyes. Her cheeks were flushed and
her golden head was in disarray. “Oh,
Cousin Alan,” she cried, “grandma’s
given us lenve for hide and seek and
we're all golng to play except mother
and grandmn ond the captaln. Please
come, too, Cousin Alan.”

From behind ber cnme a modified
echo, "Pleath do, Couthln Alan.” Alan
smiled and lald down bis book. “All
right.,"” he laughed.

Mnaple House was a rambling abode
that bnd grown and spread llke the
giant maples that sheltered (t. In what
age the captnin had demanded a wing
or snme bygone Nance a nursery for
her children waa chronleled in the an-
nals of the house itself, to be revealed
only to the searching, architeetural
eye, The key to the rambling strue-
ture lay In the thick-wal'ed dinlng
room, the parlor, one bedroom and the
kitehen,

From the nucleus of these four
rooms Muaple House had grown, fm-
posed and saperimposed, antil it over
flowed the arbltrary boorne of kiteh-
ens and front doors and ke some
mounded vine rippled off on all sides,
in vast living room, sunny nurserles
and a broken fringe of broad verandas,

hronght a glow of achlevement to hin
perspiring face, Alan was placed at
the newe! at the foot of the great stalr-
case aod duly andmounisbed In trehle
volees not to lonk, The treble volees
ralned excited lustructlons on him, ear.
ried away by youth's contlifence in Hs
abllity to teach Its grandmother how
to wuck egus. Alan started to count
slowly In sonorous tones. With a last
shriek and the patter of many feet the
trebles faded away Into sllence.

Alon erept stealthily up the stalm.
Out of the corner of his eye he caught
alght of the twitching jumpors of the
littlest, who wna too fat to quite Ot the
retreat he had chosen. But Alan 414
not quite see until it was too Inte, The
littlent exploded the vast breath he
had been holding In and plunged head-

; long down the stalrs. As he rolled by

the newel he stuck out a sturdy arm
and beld fast. He shouted a pean of
victory and once more palpitating sl
lenee fell on the house,

Alan wondered If he could find the
way to the little attle. He burrled
along the twisted halls, np a tiny flight
of ateps, turned, dived through a low,
narrow tunnel and threw open the
long-forgotten door. It wna ns though
he had suddenly opened a portal on his
own childbood. A great, pensioned
rocking chalr beld the middle of the
floor as within bis ken It always had
held it. Anclent garments hung from
pegs on-the walls and from hooks on
the rafters. A box or two and more
digabled furniture lttered the floor.
The whole was falnily 1it up by the
light from a lttle dormer window,
Nothing stirred. Aln drew a long
breath, He was not disappointed, No
one had thought to come here but him-
self.

Suddenly a bit of the pendent ward-
robe was flung aside and an apparition
dashed for the door. Alan sprang in
front of It, threw his arms around it
held it tight. It struggled, laughed,
censed to struggle, and looked up as
Alan looked down. Clem's face was
very near to his. Her body, still throb-
bing with excitement, was In his arms.
Alan felt such a rloting surge in hls
blood ns he bhad never known before.
He wanted to klsa Clem. He felt that
he munt kiss her, that there was not
strength enough left in him to do any-
thing else. Then his eyes met hers
and he forgot himself and remembered
Clem. Hlis soul cried, “Saerilege.” and
he dropped his arms from anbout her
and stepped back.

Clem stood before him, dazed. She
wns in her stockinged feet. In each
hand she bheld a little slipper. Heor
eyea were big and full of the soft re-
proach of the mortally wounded. Alan
feit ashamed and looked away. He
had to break the silence, “Well, you're
canght,” he sald lamely.

‘lem dropped one slipper, threw up
her hand and broshed the disordered
balr from her forehend, “Yes, I'm
caught’ she sald, apd her lip trembled
on the words.
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Clem Stood Before I{im Dazed.

There were nooks that were satisfied
and held back from further encroach-
ment and there were outstanding cor-
nors that jutted boldly out over the
sloping lawns and threatened a further
il

Inslde, the paths of dally life ran
clearly enough through the muaze, but
on thelr flanks hong many a somber
den for ambush or retreat. Cavernous
closete, shadowy corners, lumbered at-
tiea and holf-forgotten Interstices of
tisearded space opened dark gorges to
the Intrepid. and threatened the nerv-
ous and nnwary with what they might
bring forth. The gods of childlood's
games themselves could not have
bullded o better scene for that most
palphmting of sports, hide and seek
an a ralny day.

Alan soon entered Into the apirit of
the game. He found himself recolleet-
ing things about Maple House that be
had more thin half forgotten: strange
byways under the roof; a vacant cham-
Ler. turoed Into a trunk room becn use
one by one it Uad been robbed of Its
windows; and lastly the lifle attie
that had becn, as it were, laft behind
a wall,

Through this dreamland of a hun-
dred chlldren titted the brood of the
day, marshaled raioer breathlessly by
Clem and Alan. Anxious whispers,
the seurrying of lightly shod feet, then
a sudden sllence but for the flutellke
counting of some juvenile [t, were fol-
lowed by sodden screams and a wild
rnce for the gonl, Maple House had
never countenanced the effete and di-
luted sport of 1 Spy: It wus all for
hide and seek. where you bad to hold
your man when found or besat him
to the goal

Great was the excitement when the
Httleat It of all ecaught Consin Alan
by & tackle around the ankle that
spoke & volume of promise for the
lttlest 1t's oscodemie career and

| dope  wa'nt

One day in midsummer Alan, to his
dizgust, was summoned peremptorily
by MeDale & MeDale, Half sn hour's
consultation was all they required and
Alon was pleased to find as he left
their offices that bhe still hand plenty
of time fo catch the early train back to
Red HINL There were only two after-
noon trains for that difficult goal.

As he strolled up the avenue he wae
arrested by the sight of a tall figure
standing on the curb watching the
awilrl of the traffle. The Hgure was
dressed In a heavy whipeord sult and
a  Stetson hat, uncompromisingly
domed in the very form In which it
bitd been blocked by the makers, A
gtreet gamin yelled, “Hl! fellers, look
what's got away from Buffalo BIlI!™
Kemp guzed sad-eyed but uvomoved
over his drooping mustaches, doubt-
less mourning the passing of the shoot-
ing iron and the consequent nnanswer-
able affronts of a loatered elvilization.

Alan elbowed his way ncross the
streann of pedestrians and clutched him
by the arm. Kemp whirled around as
if to meet attack, but smlled when he
saw Alun's face. “1 was jest calcu-
latln' on roundin® you up,” be drawled.

“Where did you come from? Where
are you off to?" cried Alan, and without
wulting for an apswer be hailed a cab,
hustled Kemp ioto It and ordered it
to bis club. He forgot his early train.

In the club lobby Kewmp surrondered
his hat reluctantly to the ready attend-
ant and followed Alan acroas soft car-
pets to n gquiet corner where two enor-
wons chalry seemed to be making con-
fdences to each other. Oone could
{magine them aggrieved at belug inter-
rupted and sat upon.

“Well, Kemp,”™ sald Alan, “I'm glad
to see you. What's yours?'

“Rye 'od a chaser,” sald Kemp.

“Same for me, walter,” orderad
Alan, *"Now, Kemp, tell we all about
I‘.Ul

“I Just blowed in from Lleber’s, Mr.
Wayne, and ' beaded west."

“How's Lieber and where's Gerry?
DIid Lleber get my cable?”

Remip looked andly out through the
window. *“Lieber's dead."

“Dend? Lieber dead ¥

Kewp nodded. *I found hWim with
everything fixed for kickin' the hucket.
He kuew what was the matter, but he
dido't tell me what it was. Sald It

[ bad been comin’ on bim for some while

an’ thet the' wa'nt no be'p for it. But
he got your cable, Mr. Wayne, nnd he
wanted I should tell you that what you
wasted, He gald there
wa'n't nothin® thet eould be'p him
through the way that cuble did, He
sald it was the passpo't be'd been
waltin' for an® thet you wa'n't to think
It cowe to late, because be reckoned

he wan goin’ to nae ft. Rald it kinder|
cleared his trall for him. Thoem waws
all the thiugs he sald 1 should tell |
you."

Kemp stopped talking and downed
hla drink  Alan st gilent and thought-
ful. Lileter was gone and made n gnp
in hig life that he never knew had been
filled. e wanted to know more. He
turned to Kemp. "“Well?"

“You remember the joa tree at Lie-
ber's, Mr. Wayne? One o' the lone
somest trees on earth, I reckon, except
when the Booganviller comes out an'
then it's n happy mountnin o red and
pu'ple that kind o* lights up the hull
desert.”

Alan nodded.

“Well, then, yon remember the big
bowlder of graywnceke under the tree.
That's Lieber's headstone. He had a
magon up from the coast and be made
ua earry him out under the tree to
wateh the man work. He glve him a
model cut into a boa'd to copy fm.
I'm some reader, but them words bent
me every time. 1 corralled "em on o
bit o' paper, though, an' here they be”

Kemp drew a sllp of paper from the
same old wallet that housed “The
Purple City.” He handed It to Alan.
“Wish you'd put me on,” he sald. “Al
1 know s It ain't Ameriean an' It
ain't Mex."

The words on the slip looked as If
they had been printed by a child with
painstaking care., Alan stared as he
saw them. “Qul de nous n'a pas en
sn terre promise, son jJour d'extase, et
sa fin en exil?” he rend glowly to him-
self, and then, with his eyes far away,
transiated for Kemp, * *Who of us has
not hod his promised land, his day of
eostasy and lils end in exlle? *

Kemp nodded and beld out hls bhand
for the slip of papers He put {t back
in his wallet and sald, “I suppose the
feller thet wrote that was thinkln’
mostly of & man's mind, but when ft
comes to facts them words don't fit
Licber. He got more exile than was
comin' to him; it et up the ecstasy an’
more of the promlsed land. Bat I
don' know. They's lots of folks thuit
needs to worry more'n Lleber over
croasin' the divide”

They sat thoughtful for some time
and then Alan remembered Red Hill
“Where are you staylng, Kemp?"

“Astor house.”

Alan looked at nhls watch, “Come
on,” he sald. “"Wa've got to hustle.
We've just got time to rush down and
get your bag.”

“What for? drawied Kemp,

“1 was bound for our place out in
the couniry when 1 found you. We've
got just forty minutes to cateh the
train. You're coming with me.”

A wary look come into Kemp's eyes,
“Your folks out thore, Mr. Wayne?”
he asked,

“Yes," sald Alan, nnd then added,
“Kemp, do you take me for n man that
would steer you up agalost a game
you don't hiold eards in?"

“No,” snld Kemp, “I don't,” and
then found himself hatted and hurried
into a taxl before he could further pro-
test.

If Alan had any qualms about intro-
duclug Kemp to Red Hill they were
soon allnyed. Kemp was duly present-
ed on the lnwn at Maple House. To
everything In petticonts Le took off his
hat and sald “ma‘am,” but beforc the
men he stood hatted and vouchsafed a
short “Howdy!" accompanied by a
handshake where it was Invited,

Strange to Kemp must have seemed
the group of which he found himself
the center, At a tea table under the
biggest maple sat Mrs. J, Y, Bhe enlled
Kemp and motloned to a chalr beslde
ber. Kemp let hig lanky frame down
slowly on the fragile structure, took off
his domed hat and lald it on the grass
at his side. For an Instant Mrs, J. Y.
fixed her soft, myople gaze on him and
then looked away. Clem brought him
a cup of tea and a biscult. Kemp beld
the cup and saucer In the hollow of
his hand and looked dublously at thelr
contents. ‘“Wounld you ke something
else, Mr., Kemp?' asked Mra, J. Y.
softly, "some other drink, I mean?"

Kemp's quick eye rowed over the
group. He suw that nobedy was tak-
ing anythlng but tea and at the same
time he noted gratefully that nobody
was watchiog him, The judge and
J. Y. were talklng to each other.
Nance, junlor, and Cousin Tom were
kneellng before Gerry, junior, stolen
for & short bour from Alix, That
dwarf Moloch, arrayed In starchy
white that stuck out llke n ballet skirt
above bis sturdy, fat legs, was gravely
devouring a sacrifice of cake. Charlie
Sterling Iny full length on the ground
while his brood, with shrill cries at bis
frequent eruptions, buried and re-
burled him with sofa pillows. Nance,
Alan and Clem sipped tea and cheersd
on the children's efforts,

Kemp turned a twinkling eye on
Mrs. J. Y. I aln't sayin', ma'am, thet
this mixture is my usual bev'rage, but
o man don't expect to have his usual
handed down fm & pulplt, and like
wise I see o enll for folks turnin’ thelr
front lawus luto a bar.”

Kemp could feel a scene; his strange
nafure was Mmoved at finding itself
rubbing elbows with such a group
and when Keéemp was moved he al-
ways talked to hide hls emotion. Mrs,
J. ¥ s kindly eyes led him on, made
bim feel welrdly akin fo those qolet,
contented men and women and clean-
frocked, rosy-cheeked children frollck-
tng against the peaceful setting of
shady trees, old lawns and the ranm-
bling house that staldly watehed them
llke some motherly hen, wings oul-
spread, ever ready to brood and shel
ter.

Kemp's eyes left Mre. J. ¥.'s face
and swept over the scene agaln
“Speakin’ of bars," he went on in his |
soft drawl *1 doo't think o missus '
ever has no eall to bandle drinks over

an’ sbove what goes 1o 'nd out of a

milk pall, which fsn't Avink In a ol i
ner o' speakin’, I ean't rightly rec'llect
that 1 ever seen a missns leanin' over
elther side of a bar in this country, but
I've strayed some from the home fence
an' yon may be su'prised, Mis' Wayne,
to know thet they's landg where no one
ain't never heerd tell on a barman an'
where harmaldg Is some commoner'n
the milkin' brand.”

“Yea?" sald Mra. J. Y.
ingly.

“8ho" thing,” replled Kemp; “I seen
‘em. I won't forget the fust time be-
cause | was consld'nble embarrasaed,
1 missed a steamer In Noo Yawk an'
the firm was In a hurry, so they sont
me acrost to S'uthampton, an' while 1
was waltin® for the Brazll boat a feller
I'd plcked up on hoa'd showed me
around some. Well, it wa'n't long be-
fore he corralled me, quite willin’, In
a bar. 1 pulled off my hat and he
snys, ‘Why d'you take off yo' hat? and
1 says, ‘Why don't you take off yourn?
Don't you see they's a lady bea’? Then
he bust oot laughin' and everybody
that was nea' enongh to hea' bust out
Inughin' an' the missus behind the bar
laughed, too, though somehow It didn't
sound as If sh? laughed becnuse she
couldn't he'p it

Kemp paused to blush over the mem-
ory. He did not notice that the judge
and J. Y. bnd drawn qulietly nearer
and that the rest of the group of
grown-ups were infent on hls words
"They's times,” he continued, “when
it’s fittin’ that a man should be without
ahootin' irons an' that was one of ‘em.
1 ecan't rightly say what would have
happened but guessin's easy. When
be was through laughin® the feller that
was showln' me around slapped me on
the biack and geas, ‘That aln't no lady;
s a barmald' An' then they all
lnughed some mo' and the missus just
kind o' lnughed an' I mought *a’ been
dreamin’, but I thought I secen a look
In ber eyes thet sayas she wasn't laugh-
In' inside at all, Ever sence then I've
been of opinlon that a missus hias no
call to handle drinks an’ I ce'talaly
hope T'll never see one a'doin' of it
under the bome fence."

Kemp stayed at Maple House for n |
week. DBefore be left be was kpnown |
throughout the countryside. His lanky |
figure, drooping muataches, domed hat :
and the way he held out the reins in
front of him when be rode marked him
from the start. and when the youth |
of the surrounding farms learned that
he wus a genuine cowboy that had |
ridden everything with four legs, they |
worshiped from afar and gloried in |
cnsual approaches. f

Just before he went away Kemp
took it upon himself to call on Alix.
Alan led him to where she sat on the
lawn among the trees at The Firs and
left bim. Allx looked up In wonder at
his tall, lank form. Kemp held his hat
in his hand and twisted It nervously,

“Mis' Laneing,” be gaid, “1 want
you should let me say a few words to
¥e. 1 seen Mister Lansing 'bout five
wecks ago."

Allx sprang to her feet, her pale
cheeks aflnme. “Yea?' she sald.
“When—when lg he coming?' She
sank down again apd buried her face
In her hands. The shame of putting
that question to a stranger over
whelmed her,

Kemp sat down near her. *Sho, Mis'
Lansing," he sald, “don' you take it
hard that you're gettin' word of Mr.
Lansing throogh me. Him an' me an'
Lieber's ben 'wost pardpers,”

Tenderness had crept into Kemp's
drawl. Allx looked up. “Plense,” she
snid, “tell me all about hlm—all about
these years.”

Kemp hesltuted before be spoke. I
alo't got the words ner the right to
tell you all about them three years,
Mis' Lanslog, an' 1 can't tell you all
about Mr. Luansing, 'cause the biggest
part o' some men don’'t weet the eye—
it's Inslde on "em. Thet's the way It
Is with Mr, Lansing. 1 ¢'n tell you,
thoungh, thet Mr., Lansing Is well an'
strong—strong enough to swing a steer
by the tall,

“That's what I know. Now I'll tell
¥e some o' my thoughts. AMr. Lansing
wa'n't born to be a maverick. Right
now, I'm willin' to wager, he's headed
for bome and the corral, but be ain't
comin' on the run--he's browsin' and
chewin® his cud.

“When 1 seen bim fve weeks ago 1
thought on hog-tyin' him an’ briogin’
him along, 'ennse Mrt Wayne had tol’
me about you an’ the two-year-ol., But
it come to me that a woman of sperit—
one of ourn—wouldn't want her man
should be brought in. She'd sooner
he'd hog-tle hissefr.”

Alix* hend humg In thougbht Her
bands were clasped In her lap. As
Kemp's last words sank In the Orst
smlle of many days came to her lips

Kemp rose and sald good-by, WIith
bis hat puolled well over bis brows and
his bands in his pockets, he slooched
toward the gute,

Allx jumped op andl followed him.
She lald ber thin, lght hand on nis
arm, “Thank you,' she aald, n Uttle
breathlesaly, Kewp's desp-set eyes
twinkled down on ber. He held out
his blg, rough band and Allx gripped,
it

“Not good-by."” sbe said,

encourng-

Kemp Is a simple soul, for all
his travels. WHI Alix be able
te worm out of him the facts
nbout Gerry's affalr with little
Margarita and *“the boy” In
Bouth America?

(TO BE CONTINURD,)

High Explosive Necessary,
_ BEdith—If you din't want Mr. Bore-
lelgh to stay 80 late why didnt you
drop & bimt?
fithel—Dropping & hint wouldp't
move bim—uanieas it was made of
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il Cold Water- /i

Alabastine is the most
effective, economical and
simple wall decoration on the
market. It has demonstrated
its superiority in thirty-five
years use.

Think of it! No boiling water, no
glue added. It's one of the easiest
jobs in the world to prepare and
apply Alabastine, and the resulting
surface, if ordinary care is taken, is
solid, streakless and mat-like.

Alabastine

The Most Beautifal Wall Tint

And when you consider that yow

obtain the most beautiful, mellow,
nature colors, viz., soft buffs, delicate
greens and cxquisite blues, or anmy
shade you wish by combining shades
of Alabastine, then you'll dnow why
Alabastine is one of the most popular
wall decorations with millions of
Painters and Householders, Decora-
tors and Womenfolk, who take a pride
in their homes the wide world over,

The Alabastine Co.
Grasd Rapids,

382 Grandrille Rd, Mich.

Be pire the red crom snd clrcle are on esch package o
Alab you buy Alahastine ls soid by most drogpism
Il younm
wiits us

Bardware desiers and palnt siores mryrllw:c.
does ot bandle Alb take oo

No man lives unto himself, but most
men make a mighty effort In that di-
rection.

HOW TO REMOVE DANDRUFF

tching and Irritation of the Scalp
With Cutlcura. Trial Free.

On ratiring lightly touch spota of dan-
druff,itching and burning with Cutlcura
Ointment, Next morning shampoo
thoroughly with Cutlcura Seap and hot
water, Thess super-creamy cmolllents
do much to keop the scalp clean and
henlthy and to promote hair growth.

Free sample each by mall with Rook.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. L
Boston. Bold everywhere.—Ady,

The things that don't concern them
are the very things that give some
people the most concern,
— — — e

'ASK FOR AND GET

SKINNER'S

THE HIGHEST QUALITY

SPAGHETT!

Save the trademark signature of Paul F.
Skinner from all padugup-;d .¢ free
for Oneids Community Silverware, rite
voday for free 36-page recipe book and full
inf '

—_ ——§

SKINNER MFG. CO., OMAHA, U.S.A,
LARGEST MACAROKI FACTORY IN AMERICA

DOUBLE ECONOMY
Low-priced — Durable
RENFREW

DEVONSHIRE
'z *CLOTH =

‘aves mother's time maney
iecause the exira th requires

Tt yarda i} AN per gare
mm‘:ﬁwﬁ;ﬂf& yuur
Beat for all tub clothes,

Made in white s well a2 colore.
Colors woven in, not printed on.
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